DOCTOR  BELOV
"Whom do you love most, Lida or me?5*
"Lida, of course/9 he replied.
But later on, toys began to disappear. Sonechka said
nothing, she did not want to make her son unhappy.
But at last she had to speak.
"Igorek, Lida's not a good girl," she said. "You're so
fond of her, and all the same she steals all your nicest
toys."
He said nothing, but went into the dining room, sat
down on the big divan with his legs tucked up under
him, and stayed there for a long time. His eyes, as
Sonechka said later, were full of surprise and grief.
Then he slid down from the divan, went to Sonechka
and said:
"Don't say that she's stolen the things. Let's say that
I've given them to her, shall we? And let her keep on
coming."
The next time Lida came, Sonechka heard Igor say
to her as soon as they were alone:
"Take my toys if you like. Take anything you want.
All of them. I don't want them."
What a boy, what a boy. ...
When he was six, he took some money from his
mother's purse, without telling her. He had beautiful
curls, pale gold. Sonechka was proud of them and would
not have them clipped. He begged to have them cut off,
because the other boys in the yard used to tease him and
call him a little sissy, but Sonechka, with maternal
vanity and egoism, replied:
"Don't take any notice of them, they don't know what
they're talking about. Keep them for another year, just
one year more!"
Suddenly one day he disappeared from the yard, and
turned up again, his head clipped and smelling of
eau-de-cologne.
"Where did you get that done?" asked Sonechka,
staring wide-eyed at his face, which seemed suddenly to
have become plainer and coarser.
She was ready to cry.
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